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Invocation 


The tour was going great so far for the rock bands Motley Crue and Guns n Roses. They performed sold out 
shows almost every night and had a fan base that was out of this world. The drugs and girls pretty much 
came for free and the whole world was open to them. The fact that members from both bands were complete 


heroin junkies didn't really matter to the fans or to the members themselves. 


Nikki and Tommy from the Crue and Slash, Steven and Izzy from Guns all seemed to get along quite nicely. Too 
nicely, some would say. Axl, feeling like an outcast in his own home, always felt a certain amount of disdain for 
Sixx because it seemed like the heroin only took him higher while he watched his own world fall apart because 


of it and he wasn't even a steady user. His idiot band mates would end up dead one day, he just knew it. 


(Axl's POV) 


Standing back stage watching Motley Crue, | felt a bit uneasy but that was understandable seeing how | just 
got done with a two hour long performance of my own I'm not usually the "stand behind the curtain and 
watch the other guy perform" kind of artist but something about tonight's show had an unmistakable energy 
that | just can't put my finger on. These guys were on fire. 


"How about an autograph?" 


The words rang in my ears as if spoken by an angel sent to earth from heaven just for me. Her voice vexed 
me and | looked from the stage and directly into the deepest, darkest eyes | had ever seen. Into the face of 
divinity itself. She was perfection incarnate, with jet black hair and ebony eyes, she was everything | had ever 
considered anything to be. She playfully held a marker and exposed her milky white breast to me an raised an 
eyebrow. | took her black marker and scrawled my "A dribble dribble" on her titty and handed her back the 


marker, which she threw on the ground. 


"| don't need that anymore" she smiled and handed me a bottle of Jack Daniels. I'm usually a Jimmy Beam boy 
but who am | to refuse this Aphrodite? | could hear the end of the Crue's encore and knew they would be 
running through here in just a minute and | needed to talk to.. 


Where did she go? 


(Nikki's POV 

) 

| can hear the crowd screaming for more. | can hear them chant my name, scream it at the top of their 
lungs, but | just don't have anything else for them right now. My body hurts and my bones ache and | just 
want to get fucked up and forget about it. | hand my bass off to Tim and make my way back stage, stumbling 
over anybody who might be in my way. 


| spot Axl with a bottle of Jack and a confused look on his face but swipe it from him all the same just as he 
raised it to his mouth and kept walking. After three or four long pulls its empty and I'm not even half way to 
my fucking dressing room. Tossing the bottle away | put my head down and try to walk straight. 


| don't know her name, nor have | ever seen her before, but she was leading me and | followed. Her hair was 
dark as coal and her eyes even darker, which allured and intrigued me. My arm draped over her shoulder, | 
hear T-Bone yell something about titties, strippers and coke, but l'm suddenly enthralled in this porcelain 


skinned goddess..whoever she is. 


"Sit down. You are not my intended but you'll do" she tells me as she throws my door open to reveal leathers, 


boots, Aquanet, eyeliners and a rig scattered about. 


| do what she says but only because the chair was next to my shit and | wanted my shit. Picking up the bag 


from the counter top | ask her, 


"Who the fuck are you anyway?" and add some dope to the spoon | don't know who her intended is, but | intend 
to get fucked up right about now. 


This woman of mystery just looked at me and said, "Persephone, but you just call me ‘Sef ". 


| was ready to fix and | looked at her and just nodded. 
"whatever" | mumbled with my belt in my teeth and in a few seconds | didn't care if she was there, who she 


was or why she was there. | had what | wanted. | had what | needed. 


| could hear her talking even though I'm not sure she could realize that my mind was in Wonkaville, she kept 
talking. | caught bits and pieces about "my dreams being fulfilled’ and some other shit about "better than you 
ever imagined" and even an apology but the bitch was making absolutely no sense. But she was sexy as hell 


with her thigh high boots and fairy tattoo. That demented little imp is the last thing | remember before | 
closed my eyes and let my head fall back onto the headrest of this cheap ass chair they had in my room. 


Then | wasn't there anymore. 


Meet The Congregation 


(Tommy's POV) 


Man, it's fucking bright outside. Too fucking bright. | don't want to be out here but | have to be. | have to 
leave the club. | have to find the hotel and get on the bus and | have to find my shades. The girls an my jock, | 
think their names are Glitter and Sparkle or some shit, have lost their stripper-ness and in this daylight | see 
that they have a shit load of homeliness. The cocaine equivalent of beer goggles. | need to break from these 
chicks pronto and | can't find Slash or Izzy anywhere. Bastards. They probably left hours ago. It IS almost 8 am 
after all. Damn, my dick is raw. | hope | didn't just earn myself another penicillin shot. 


| was about to find a pay phone when | hear a car horn and look up to see a red Fiero drive up, steadily 


honking at me like FUCK! 


"LEE! Man! What the fuck! It's time to go! The bus is ready to roll and | gotta hear from goddam Slash that 


my fucking drummer is fuckin’ asshole deep in stripper snatch?! Get your fucking ass in the car!" 
| can't help but laugh at Doc when he's like this. He gets so worked up over nothing. 


"Houston will still be there tomorrow, Doc. We have a whole day to get there." | assured him as | tried my 


best to get my lanky ass into the compact two-seater. 

"Nice wheels, by the way" | chuckled. 

Doc just glared at me and informed me that he had to pay the bell boy a hundred bucks for the loaner and I'd 
better be glad he didn't take it out of my ass, to which | laughed again. 

(Slash's POV) 


The joint was in the ashtray for a reason. She smoked my reason My whole reason to get up and she smoked 


it. Fucking groupies. 


‘Iz, man. Got any weed, brother?" | asked as | rolled my ass out of bed, rubbing my eyes and pushing my hair 
from my face in one large exaggerated motion, revealing that Stradlin had already got his ass up and opening 


the curtains. | lipped a cigarette as | fumbled for a lighter which | found under a pizza box. 


"Living with you is like having little brothers, man" | called towards the bathroom, where | heard Izzy brushing 


his teeth. 


The bang on the door was a little too aggressive for a classy joint like this, | think it's a Howard Johnson? | 


have no idea, just know we didn't come in near a dumpster, so that's a bonus. The placard on the night stand 


affirmed that yes, Mr. Jonson enjoyed our company last night, and | opened the door barefoot, pants unzipped 
and barely on and cigarette dangling from my lip. 


"What's up, Doc?" and | chuckled to myself a bit, reminiscent of Saturdays when | was a kid. Then | was 
reminded of Fridays as a kid when Doc started screaming at me. 


"Where the hell is Tommy? He's not in his room, bed still made, bastard hasn't even changed clothes or took a 
shower. Nasty bastard. Where is he?" Doc ranted like this for a minute and | just stood there, holding the door 


half way open, because | knew he wouldn't be long. He comes. He conquers. He leaves. That's Doc. 


"Man, last | saw him, he was down at the titty bar off Bourbon. Which one? Don't know that. We were good 
boys and got to bed early, man" | pulled on my smoke and flicked the ashes in the floor and finished with, " he 
was doin lines off of the ass of a stripper named Vivi DuBois or some shit. Fuckin coonasses.” and | pushed the 
door open so Doc could leave. 


"better not be lost, or in jail, or somewhere fucking ODrd.." he ranted as he stormed down the hall. 


What the Hell? 


Author's Notes: 
be patient.its worth it, | swear. 


Head spinning, Nikki wakes up in a room that is unfamiliar to him yet seems so much like how home should feel. 
The furniture is black. All of it. The leather. The wood. Hell, even the plastic. A large, black sofa is where Nikki 
finds himself, lost and confused. He brings himself to sit and when he places both feet to the floor his 
memory starts to play tricks on him. 


Faces. Voices. 


Flashbacks, maybe? Drug induced memory lapse is a common side effect but he has never been so fucked up 
he didn't remember ANYTHING. There had always been a lingering suggestion of what might turn in to a 


memory. 


He noticed the aroma. Somewhat stale, yet inviting. Patchouli? Maybe. Whatever it was had long been used and 


only the whisper of a fragrance remained. 


That smell. 
That woman. 


That memory rushing back to him as if it had been thrown onto him from a fifty gallon drum. 


He met a woman last night and by the scratches on his chest, back and thighs..he was pretty sure he fucked 
her. His smelly leathers were unzipped and his boots were missing. All pretty good indications that there was 
some naughty-naughty going on last night. 

He headed over to a large (black lacquer, of course) mirror hanging alone on the large side wall of the room, 

to the left of the couch. He examined his battle scars and found most of his scratches to be superficial but 
one on his neck really stood out because it was still bleeding. He reached for his shirt that was crumpled on 


the floor and held it to the side of his neck. 


"Hello?" he called out, but there was no answer. He was seemingly alone which was odd. Nobody ever left him 
alone these days. He found his boots, one under the bed and one beside the toilet in the adjacent bathroom, put 


them on and looked for a phone but didn't see one. 


"Fuck me" he muttered to himself before letting himself out and stepping out into the daylight and immediately 
regretting it. The light made his head hurt even worse and it seemed to be against him, as if they were old 
enemies recently reunited He just wanted to go back to bed, but first he had to find a pay phone. 


Spotting a phone on the wall outside of what looked to be a bodega of sorts, he reached in to his pocket and 
pulled out a lighter. That's it. Not a quarter in sight. Deciding to go into the shop and ask to use the phone to 


call a cab, he turned his direction towards the door. 


The shop was dimly lit, which suited him just fine considering his headache, and he noticed things like bones and 
what looked to be dried skin in a jar, an animal fetus of sorts and possibly eye of newt. 


"Hey? Anybody home?" he called out and slapped the small bell near the register. An old woman, who appeared 


to be blind, came from behind a beaded curtain that was directly in front of where he was standing. 
"Oh, got troubles now, do we?" asked the frail looking black lady with a very shocking, loud booming voice. 


"| don’ see much, but | see troubles boy, and you gots em aplenty" she said as she stroked the small velvet 


pouch around her neck. 


"I just need to use your phone, lady. Ain't got no troubles other than | don't know where the hell to send the 
cab. Got a phone | can use? | don't have change for the one outside." 
He dabbed his neck with his shirt and saw it had stopped bleeding, so he twisted it and tossed it over his 


shoulder. 


"Gots nothin for ya, boy. Best be gettin’ on and takin’ ya haints a with ya" and she waved the pouch in the air. 
"Bad juju. Lots bad juju" and she continued mumbling and waving her pouch. 


"Look lady, | just need a phone to call a cab" and blind as she may be, the woman reached up and put her 
finger to his lips. 


"Shh, boy. Troubles comin’ dat can’ be stop. | see. Oh, | see." and waved her pouch around his head and face but 
when she got near the scratch on his neck she repulsed in horror. She backed away from him trembling, 
shaking more than her pouch. She was visibly terrified, which added more confusion to the already bewildered 


Sixxter. 


"Leave! Gol Get dem outta hea’ and takin’ em witcha!" she said as she thrust a medallion into his hands and 
pointing towards the door. 

"Takin em witcha!" she adamantly demanded again, so he took it and put it in his pocket while slowly backing 
out the door. 


He didn't even notice the man he bumped into, standing in the doorway, cutting an apple as if there wasn't a 


woman screaming violently inside the shop. 


"Nana Hazel got you Voodooed, too, huh? She say errbody Voodooed" and sliced the apple with his pocket knife, 
raising it to his lips. Through the juicy bite he mumbled, 

| gots a car , heard you need a ride. Cabs don’ really run tru hea, ya know, man. | be goin dat way anyway. 
You ride wit me." 


Given no other option, Nikki got in the car. 


"| be Lee Beauford, folks just calls me "Leebo" though. You met Nana Hazel. Don’ be lettin’ her scare ya. She be 
tryin to get errbody tinkin they's athexed so's they buys up her tonics and potions and what not. She dor 
hurt nobody." 


Leebo turned the 1913 Ford pick up into traffic, heading back towards the hotel. 


"I think it's the Howard Johnson, man. I'm not really sure where l'm supposed to be." Nikki stared out the 


window, trying to make some of the scenery become familiar, to no avail. 


"I know whea you belongs. You, the fancy busses? Yes? The music?" Leebo smiled, revealing more than half his 
teeth to be missing. 


"Yeah. The busses. The music. That's me. We played last night and I'm actually supposed to be on the bus right 
now" he replied as he snaked his way back into his blood stained t-shirt’ 


Leebo just smiled. 


"There was a girl last night. Dark hair, dark eyes. Lives close to that shop, | guess. Sef?" Nikki asked as he 
looked to Leebo. 


"Don’ know no Sef" he replied, quickly removing his smile and replacing it with a look of severity. He stared 
ahead, clenching the wheel and Nikki noticed beads of sweat forming on his brow. The rest of the ride to the 
hotel was silent and awkward and Nikki was so relieved to see the busses when they rounded the corner. 


"Thanks for the ride, friend" Nikki said as he got out of the truck, only to be ignored and Leebo drive off in a 
hurry. 


(Nikki's POV) 


Oh shit. Doc is mad, | can tell. I'll just act like | don't see him. Or the busses. | need a shower and a nap and a 


bottle of Jack. 

"Well, well, well. If it isn't his majesty, the king, come to FUCKING BLESS US WITH HIS PRESENCE!" 

| tried to stroll right past him and go to my room but | was informed they had my bags packed and on the 
bus, my ass was the only thing holding us back. | could sleep on the bus just as well as a bed, | guess. Just no 


shower. Oh well. 


| was sound asleep in under minute and the next thing | know, I'm in Houston, TX. 


Visions 


The two busses filled with the bands, road managers and a few select girls barreled down the highway towards 
Texas and everyone was either trying to sleep, trying to write or trying to get high. Tommy and Slash decided 


to use the fold down bed in the back to use as their fix spot since people were scattered everywhere. 
"Sixx is passed out dude" Slash nodded to Nikki as fished his baggie out of his duffle. 


"Ol girl must have done him over real good, is all | can say. Damn. I've never seen him crash this hard.even 
after a binge." Tommy stated and when he found what he was looking for he smiled, stood up and waved it in 
the air like a prize ribbon, then zipped his bag back. 


Tommy handed Slash the leather pouch with his needle, spoon and lighter and Slash fixed them both up. 


(Vince's POV.GNR Bus) 


"l'm about sick of Sixx and his shit, man. | mean, this is fun and all but it's still what we do. He's gonna fuck 


around and die or do something fucked off and we are all gonna be fired". | had to take a break from Sixx and 


the dope for a bit and hitch another ride with Axl. 


We rode like this for the last few dates of the tour and it seemed to work out well. Heroin on one bus, other 
drugs on the other. Axl and | had just about come to the end of our ropes when it came to dealing with 
junkies. Not much you can do, they are grown men, but at least this way l'm less likely to be cleaning puke 


within the next few hours. 


Axl took a hit but didn't try to talk through it. He believed that it messed up your vocal chords and didn't 


want to damage his signature sound. When he exhaled, he said, 


"I feel ya. | go through the same shit with Slash n Iz and some days they are my brothers and | love em but 
other days | just want to choke the shit out of em" and he took a swig of his Jim Beam. 


Duff turned towards us from his seat a couple ahead of us , stretching his long arms past his wild blonde hair 
and yawned, 
"Pass that shit" or something that sounded close. 


(Slash's POV) 


| didn't need much of a fix, didn't want to pass out or be fucking useless. | just fixed myself enough to chill on 
the way to Texas and try and settle my brain a bit and try and come up with a new solo for this song I've 


been playing around with. 


| sat there, silently strumming my unplugged Les, when | heard Nikki moaning in his sleep. | glanced up at him 
for a second and it looked like dude's eyeballs were rolling back in his head or something. Was he having a 
seizure? What the fuck was he on? 


Lee was knocked out in the seat beside Izzy's and | wasn't really sure what this crazy fuck had taken, but 
whatever it was, didn't agree with him so much. He was sweating and mumbling in his sleep. | wasn't sure what 
to do so | "accidentally" kicked his foot to maybe stir him from whatever dream he was stuck in and let the 


fucker dream about pussy or something for a while. 


Upon being struck on the foot, Nikki sat straight up and stared at me. Looked me right in the eye, cocked his 


head to the side and continued to stare me down without a word. 


"Yo, Nik, man..you were having one hell of a dream. Sorry if | bumped ya" | nodded to him, still in a stare-down. 


Had he even blinked since he sat up? 


"Little Saul, he can not play. He's feeling far too down. Poor little Saul, his mother is sucking dick all over town’ 
He said with a whisper, yet never once took his eyes from mine. Then with a jerk, he was once again lying on 
his back on the fold out and | was left with a complete feeling of "what the fuck just happened" 


| put my Les in the case and decided to catch a few winks. Houston couldn't be too far away. What | really 


couldn't figure out is how he knew. 


All in My Head? 


Author's Notes: 
Still planning how to get where | want to go. | know the destination but the journey isn't quite clear to me yet 
but we're getting there. 


The bus pulled to a halt in front of some hotel in Houston, Nikki wasn't sure which one and didn't really care. 
He just wanted to find his room and take a shower. He was probably rooming with Tommy and hoped he wasn't 
wound as tight as a twelve year old boy. He didn't really feel like babysitting tonight and sometimes that's how 
time with Tommy felt. 


The guys had to be treated like kids on a field trip. Doc usually had to go in and register them in and get keys 


and return to the bus with room assignments just to assure nothing get damaged or broken pre check-in 


While Doc was gone Nikki turned to Tommy and said, 
"Hey, you remember that chick | was with last night?" 


Tommy thought for a second and said, "No, not really. But | only pay attention to your chicks if | wanna fuck 


em" and gave Nikki a wink 

"Black hair? Dark eyes? Looked like a porcelain fuck doll?" he asked. 
"Nah man. Sorry" and shrugged. "Why?" 

Nikki looked off and just replied, "Nothing". 


When he returned and passed out keys, the guys lumbered off the bus and scattered to the four winds. Mick 
and Nikki headed straight to the elevator while Tommy and Vince headed towards the hotel bar with Slash and 
Duff. 


Finally in his room, Nikki shut the door behind him and fell face first on to his bed. Since the show wasn't 
technically until tomorrow, he decided to take it easy and try to get some rest. But first things first, he 


needed a shower. 


Nikki tossed his boots towards the wall and peeled his pants off, discarding them on top of the boots. Walking 
into the bathroom he noticed his scratch marks from his wild sex romp with Persephone didn't look any 
better. In fact, they looked worse. Four parallel lines running down both sides of his back, starting at his 
shoulders and making their way down to his hips, seemed to be shouting at the mirror in pain. The claw marks 


on his chest, where upon closer examination, appeared as if she tried to rip his rib cage off, now looked dark 


and infected as did the cut on his neck. 


"Ill pour some Jack on it. It'll be cool" he told himself in the mirror as he looked at his neck, and he leaned 


down to start his water. 


All he could think was how good it felt to be clean He scrubbed and washed and rinsed and did it all over again 
just to make sure. He felt.dirty. 


After his shower wrapped a towel around his waist then laid down on the bed with his arm over his eyes 
when he heard the door knob rattle. He figured it was Tommy or one of the guys with his bags so he didn't 


even bother looking up and said, 


"Tommy, yo dude. That shower is awesome, man. Like.super hot wa-" 


and he felt the unmistakable sensation of getting a blow job. He snapped his head up and looked right into the 
eyes of Sef, who had his dick head enveloped with her blood red lips. 


Their eyes locked and with expert precision and technique, she pulled forth an orgasm like Nikki had never felt 
before. He felt as if he had just delivered his soul to her. He groaned as he poured himself into her mouth, 
with her tongue greedily milking his cock for every last drop of his essence, never once unlocking from his 


gaze. 


With his toes curled to the point of foot cramps and his hands grasping the covers so hard he completely 
pulled down the top half, he managed to ask, 


"How'd you know where to find me? How'd you get in here?" 


"| have a fucking key, man. This is my room too." Tommy answered him from the doorway, wrestling his 
suitcase behind him while trying not to spill his drink."trying to have a fucking drink and the mother fucker 
brings my bag to me. IN THE BAR. What an asshole, man" 


There Nikki sat, still feeling her tongue on him, her warm mouth and the tingling of the best nut of his life, 
yet he was alone. Sitting on the bed, still grasping the covers, still catching his breath..and there is no sign of 
Sef. 


Something Amiss 


"So, what you're telling me.." Tommy looked at Nikki with a doubtful glare and slowly lifted his cigarette to his 
lips, pulled on it slowly and exhaled, "is that right before | walked in." he started. 
"Yep." Nikki nodded. 


"That there was a beautiful woman." 

"Yep" Nikki confirmed. 

"The same woman who fucked your back and shit up last night.” 
"Uh huh" Nikki agreed with a nod and a pull on a joint. 


"Was in here.right here..suckin’ your dick?" Tommy finished with a quick drag before dropping his cigarette in 
an empty beer bottle. 


"Not only did the bitch suck it, | came a gallon straight down her throat and she swallowed every drop. Best 
head of my life. That's what the fuck I'm telling you." Nikki hit the joint and handed it to Tommy, who took it 
and immediately hit it hard and paced the floor between where Nikki sit on his bed and the bathroom. 


"So, where is she now?" Tommy asked. 
Nikki looked towards the window, turned towards the door, looked to the ceiling and said, 


"Bitch is either under this bed or | fucking dreamt that shit. Seemed so real, man Look at these fucking sheets. 
| damn near ripped em of the bed | came so hard!" He exclaimed while jumping off the bed and motioning to it 
with his arm. 


| mean, FUCK!" Nikki was clearly rattled and Tommy was pretty sure what was going on. 


"It's gotta be the H, man. | mean, clearly it's fucking with your head a little." Tommy said as he tried to hand 
the joint to Nikki, who turned his head slowly to look at him. His head was at a downward angle, as if he had 


been turned towards the ground but his eyes were peering up at Tommy. 

"You think he's crazy?" Nikki hoarsely whispered to Tommy. He turned his head slightly and grinned. 

"He's not crazy. No crazier than a used up, Greek whore who spreads her legs for every American in a slick 
uniform" Nikki sneered at Tommy with a crooked grin and tilted his head all the way to the side as to try and 
hear his shoulder. 


"Sixx, what the fuck, yol?" Tommy exclaimed. 


"Greek whore. Picture talk. Dirty pussy. Scarecrow walk" and his head slowly turned to face the ceiling, his 


body leaning backwards and slightly arched at the shoulders. 


Tommy snapped his fingers in front of his eyes. Tommy yelled in his ear, splashed beer on his face then 
slapped both sides. Nikki remained this way until Tommy pushed him to the ground, causing him to snap out of 
his trance-like state. 


Nikki looked around the floor and to Tommy who had now stepped back a few feet and asked what the fuck 
just happened. Tommy said that if Nikki agree to stay on his side of the room he would tell him, as he was 


making a cross with his two index fingers. 


(Slash's POV) 


‘lm telling you. Dude ain't right, man. Something is seriously off with Sixx" | managed to mumble to Steven 


before he passed out on me. 


| had been trying to tell him about the fucked up shit that Sixx had said about my mom earlier on the bus. 
That's some shit that I'd never let get out. | made damn sure that the fact that my mom used to have to do 
what she had to do sometimes to keep the light on or groceries on the table stayed OUT of any and all 
tabloids and | had never told anybody. Sure, people back home knew but for Sixx to know? Doesn't make any 


sense. 


Just as | was about to get myself a fix there was a knock on my door. | threw my shit in a drawer and 


opened it to reveal Tommy standing there and he looked like hell. 
He had his own rig so we shot and then he told me some fucked up shit about what he had just been through 
with Nikki and | told him about the bus. He knew private, personal shit about both of our pasts, like Tommy's 


mom didn't speak much English so she and his dad would draw pictures to communicate. 


"That's your boy, man. Get him in check" | told Tommy as he was leaving. He just nodded and waved over his 


shoulder as he left. 


Steven had never moved a muscle. 


Author's Notes: 
getting there.. 


Sound check before the show and neither Nikki nor Tommy had spoken a word about the little incident last 
night in the room. Nikki seemed his normal, goofy self and they were standing off stage listening to the end of 
"Sweet Child of Mine" being tweaked for quality sound. 

Nikki took his nachos and tossed one at Tommy, having it land in his long, brown locks. 

"Hey, Asshole. Watch the cheese, yo" and tossed the rest of his soda on him. 

Yeah, things seemed to be back to normal. Must have been some kind of bad reaction to the dope and maybe 


Tommy HAD gotten fucked up once and told Nikki all that shit. Very possible. He didn't read to much in to it. It 
was just a bad trip. That's all. 


(Nikki's POV) 


On stage, | am a god. | am a musical deity. On stage, | am immortal. | can feel every note of every song in my 


veins, running like fire. Music makes me feel alive. 

Usually. 

Tonight, something was off and | don't know what the fuck it is but lim off. Just off. If I'm not out of tune 
then I'm off beat or playing the wrong notes. | even started playing the wrong song next on the set. | can't 


wait to get off this stage. 


There are too many lights and too much smoke. | can't breathe and l'm getting too hot. Am | dope sick? It's 


only been two days since | last had some. 


| raised my arm to wipe sweat from my forehead and happened to look into the crowd when | put my arm 


down and I'll be damned.. 
There she was. 


Standing in the front row, seemingly oblivious to the screaming and waving of the crowd that devoured the 


space around her. 


Persephone. 
| took off my bass and laid it on the ground and walked to the front of the stage. | had my eyes locked with 
hers so | would be sure not to lose her. 


To be sure she was real. 


When | reached the edge | just sat down and leapt off and of course | was engulfed by horny women What 
was | thinking? 


"Get off me. Get the fuck back" | demanded as | made my way out of the giant cluster fuck | had created only 
to find that she was gone. 


This bitch is pissing me off. Seriously. 

| look back to the stage and Vince is singing, Mick strumming and Tommy pounding away..all without me. Oh well, 
On with the show. Vince doesn't look too happy about it, best | can tell, but he helps me back on stage anyway. 
(Axl's POV) 

So I'm sitting in my dressing room and all of a sudden | hear some shit like 

"Sixx just fell off stage" or some shit. That dude is off his fucking rocker and | will be so glad when Gnk gets 


our own tour without these overgrown juvenile delinquents. 


| grab a rag and pour some water on it, then rub my face, trying to get some of tonight's grime off of me. | 


rub my eyes and look into the mirror and | see her standing behind me. She is as beautiful as | remembered. 


Those raven like eyes, so dark and deep, as if looking into the deepest reaches of space. She looked as if she 


were carved straight from the most pure of ivory. 
"I hope you don't mind, but | let myself in’ she said as she raised a bottle of Jim Beam and bit her bottom lip. 


My dick twitched in my pants and | couldn't help but notice how her tits looked in that shirt, if that's what 
you would call it. There was barely a triangle of leather, tied behind her neck and back, pointing downwards to 


her, what | would assume, most prized asset. 


| took the bottle in my right hand and readjusted my junk with my right. | put the bottle to my lips and took a 


small sip. 


"Who are you, anyway?" | asked as she tipped the bottle for me to drink more. | obliged and drank nearly the 
whole bottle in a few long swigs. | can do this all day. 


| offered her some before | wound up killing it but she just smiled and traced her finger along my jaw. 


‘| am whatever you want me to be" she said as she took the empty bottle from my hand. "I was disturbed 


last time. It won't happen again" she told me as he stared into my eyes like she was trying to unlock my mind. 


My rock hard cock was pressed against my jeans | had just put on and she went straight for it with her 
delicate hands, she gingerly yet swiftly, removed my dick from its prison and fondled it with fiery aggression 
before dropping to her knees in front of me. 


| came immediately. | couldn't help myself. It's like her mouth is better than any pussy I've ever had. Even the 
first time | didn't come this fast. | emptied my load into her mouth as she continued to pump my dick with 
her priceless hands and | noticed my dick remained just as hard as it was before. 


She stood up and pushed me down on the mini fridge that was behind me and threw her leg behind me and 

literally pulled me into her. | tried to hold her next to me and as | held her close, she reached to my shoulders 
and dug her nails down my back, all the way to my hips. She held on to me and threw her other leg behind me, 
holding on with her muscular thighs and | stood up and turned to put her against the wall so | could participate 


in this fuck session. 


| could feel myself close to coming again and | couldn't believe that. | had to look around the room.. Think about 


baseball. Anything | could do to keep from blowing it again. 
The ebony haired mistress grabbed my chest and dug her nails into me as she let out a guttural moan that 
almost sounded inhuman. Then she locked eyes with me and | started to come. | came uncontrollably and for 


what seemed like forever. 


That's when she ate my fucking soul. 


Sixx Ain't Crazy... 


Author's Notes: 
I'm finally getting to where | wanted to get to. It should be pretty fun from here on out. 


(Nikki's POV) 


"Sixx man, what the fuckl? .Are you out of your fucking mind? .Jumping off stage like that? What the hell is 


going on with you man?" 


All thing being screamed at me from my band mates and Doc. | didn't even know what the fuck they were 
talking about. | mean, every body has a bad night from time to time. I'm even sober tonight. Maybe that's the 
fucking problem. 


"You guys need to just back the fuck up off me and chill a minute. So | had a rough night. It's not like Lee 
hasn't puked on stage or Vince forget the fucking words. | fucked up. Lay off" | snapped at everyone in my 


dressing room. 


| tossed my sweaty shirt aside and reached for a clean one. Sex Pistols. 
Whatever. | put it on an grabbed a beer from the ice bucket | had them bring in earlier. 


"Dude! You jumped off the goddam stage into the fucking crowd! Luckily there wasn't a fcking riot. Those corn 
fed mother fuckin’ security guards had to earn their fuckin’ money tonight, bro." Tommy said as he pulled 


from his own frosty brew. 


"What the fuck are you talking about, dude? | didn't jump off the mother fucking stage, yo!" | defended my 
actions profusely. | don't know what these mother fuckers are up to but they are playing with my head. 


| heard it as clearly as l'm standing here, 
"They want you gone. They want you replaced" and | looked around the room. 


"Who fucking said that?" | demanded. 
"Said what?" asked Mick. "Nobody said anything, man" 


"I see what's fucking happening" | said as | pointed my finger at Tommy, then went from him around to Mick, 


Vince and Doc. 


"Yeah, | see what's fucking happening" | chuckled. "You want me gone. This is MY fucking band. Got me! Got me 
mother fuckers? | ain't goin’ anywhere, fuckers" and | threw my beer at the mirror, shattering it to shards. 
(Mick's POV) 

| see it. | don't know why nobody else can, but | see the dark cloud that follows Nikki around since we left 
Louisiana. After the show, we all met up in his room to discuss the changes in behavior and especially to ask 
what was in his fucking head when he decided to just turn "Shout" into a goddam Meet n Greet in the front 


fucking row. 


As we stood there, all just kind of bombarding him with questions, | saw it again. Not really a figure or shape, 


but more of a black, shadowy aura. It was there, plain as day and visible to my naked eye. 
"Who fuckin’ said that?" he screamed like a wild man and looked right at me. 

"Said what? Nobody said anything, man" | assured him with calmness. 

"| see what's fucking happening." he continued. 


| don't know what Nikki sees right now but | do know that whatever it is aint good. | heard a whisper in my 


ear, 

"Trouble's comin’. Bad Juju." and felt a chill run from my hair follicles to my toenails. 

Then Sixx turned and threw his beer at the mirror and the mother fucker damn near exploded. Glass went 
everywhere and the door flew open. 

"Axl's had a fuckin stroke or something! He's fucked up, ambulance just took his ass to the fucking hospital 


man’ Duff said in a panic. He had a bottle of Jim in his hand and he took a long swig. 


| looked around the room and couldn't help but notice the grin on Nikki's lips. Almost a snarl but with the hint 


of a smirk. 


Nikki turned to his right, as if someone were standing next to him when in fact, he was more in the corner of 


the room with Tom, Vince, Doc and myself in the middle with Duff in the doorway. 
He smiled and whispered and | couldn't make out everything, but | could have sworn | heard him speaking Latin 


In the blink of an eye, Nikki Sixx went from standing before us, five fucking witnesses, to climbing the goddamn 


wall and crouching in the corner like a spider. 


He violently threw his head back to face us, seeming as if it should have broken his back in a few places, and 


screamed an unworldly scream and he scampered off to the other side of the ceiling. 
(Duff's POV) 


| knew they were in there jumping Sixx's ass about the fucked up shit that happeed tonight. | couldn't help it, | 


barged in and saw broken glass everywhere but that's fucking normal. 


"Axl's had a fucking stroke or something." and l'm not really sure of what all | said next. | had been hitting this 
bottle pretty hard and it was my second one since | got off stage. 


| was pretty freaked out already about our young, healthy singer having a goddam stroke so imagine how mind 


fucked | was when mid pull on my bottle, Nikki fucking Sixx climbs the goddam wall and scampers across the 


mother fucking ceiling like a goddam crab on crack. 


| finished the bottle. 


Lost 


Author's Notes: 


(Tommy's POV) 


"YOU MOTHER FUCKERS UNTIE ME, GODDAM ITI!" Nikki screamed from the bed to which he was tied. It had 


almost been a week since he defied gravity in his dressing room and Axl was still in the hospital. 


| hated seeing him like this. | come by about once a day to check on him but since we cancelled rest of the 


tour and came back to LA. | find myself spending less and less time each day. 


He had been having violent schizophrenic attacks with episodes of Dissociative Identity Disorder, or at least 


that's what the doctors had said. 


"In extreme cases of stress and anxiety or when the patient feels threatened it is possible for another 
personality to take over and perform feats of supernatural strength or ability when in all actuality it is just a 
natural response from the overstimulated hormones in the brain and more than likely caused by elevated 
spikes in dopamine and the "Fight or Flight" response is triggered so the patient acts out in violent, almost 
super human ways" was the doctor's official opinion about Nikki's ability to climb walls. 


Nikki had gotten progressively worse. He began harming himself, breaking his own bones, ripping his hair out of 


his head. 


Sixx needed a young priest and an old priest, | was sure of it. 


(Nikki's POV) 


I'm lying here in this bed and | can't move. | can't talk and | can't scream for help. | feel trapped in my own 
body, almost like I'm on auto pilot. | can see T-Bone, standing there looking at me with mixed emotions: Fear, 
hope, pity..'m not sure what he's trying to convey but all I'm trying to do is scream to him that I'm ok. l'm 
still here! 


Persephone comes to comfort me. She visits me regularly and seems to be the only relief | get during this 


fucked time. 


She is my angel. 
My destiny. 


| lie here with her in my arms and | feel at peace. She tells me that it will be over soon and she assures me 


that she loves me. | believe her for some reason. 
She begins to kiss me and | feel myself give in to her. She moves herself on top of me and puts her hands on 
my chest, holding me down. She moves towards my dick to find it hard and she sides herself on to me and | 


throw my head back in pure ecstasy and euphoria. 


She rocks her hips, grinning at me in a most devious way. | feel as if | have no control over her and 


completely powerless against her. | feel the urge. 


That deep warmth rising from the tips of my toes, gathering in the pit of my stomach and ready to spew 
forth. This woman had me entranced. 


Vexed. 


| was in love. 


(Tommy's POV) 


lm here with Sixx, trying to get him to snap out of it, let him know I'm here. Something. He keeps screaming 


and thrashing around even though he is securely fastened by straps on his wrists and ankles. 

He turns his head in his bed and lies there motionless, staring to the side and smiling. | light a smoke and say, 
"Sixx? You ok, bro?" but it seems as if he can't hear me. All he can hear is what ever song he's dancing to in 
his head. 

| watch Nikki's face go from full of anger and rage to the warmest smile, eyes full of wonder..then blank. His 


face lost all expression. His head went straight back on his pillow and his eyes rolled into the back of his head. 


The sounds coming from deep within Nikki were nothing like | have ever heard. Deep growls, low moans and shit 


that sounded like Bigfoot digesting a wildebeest. 


The unnatural sounds he was making didn't fuck me up as much as when he fucking floated off the bed 


(Axl's POV) 
I'm wandering in the dark, trying to find some light. Trying to find something to hold on to. I'm not even sure 
that the ground I'm walking on is real because | can't see it. | don't know how long I've been wandering and | 


don't know how long it will take me to get back. 


| feel a rush of wind as is someone has just run by me but when | turn towards the direction it came from, 


there was nothing but darkness. | was lost. 

Was this hell? 

Was | damned? 

| don't even know if I'm alive or dead at this point. | wish | could wake up. 


| screamed but | couldn't even hear my own voice. lm sure no one else can either. Where am | and how do | 


get back? 


Persephone 


Author's Notes: 
| figured it's time to fill in some of the gaps.. | just came up with a way to give sqSixx some more Izzy :) 


But it has to be in the next chapter cuz yeah..he's turned out to be kind of important. | just haven't worked 
out the kinks yet 


(1929 Harlem Speakeasy) 


I'm a hunter. 

| go after what | want and | get it. 

l'm a predator and | see my prey. 

Dark clubs, full of smoke and loud music, drunkards paradise and the haven for the tortured souls..this is 
where | hunt. 


| can smell him from across the room, the essence he projects is calling to me. Luring me to him. l'm so 


hungry. | haven't fed in days and I'm weak. | need him to survive. 


He leaves his place at the bar and heads down he hallway towards the bathroom. | need him to open himself to 


me. | need him to willingly subject his life force to my embrace. 
There are requirements. 

Rules. 

The vessel must be prepared. 


| gaze to the bartender and suggest that he get me a bottle of whiskey, which he obediently places on the 


counter as | walk by and pick it up and head towards the narrow corridor. 


Inside the pouch is a mixture of herbs, powders and roots, crushed into a fine powder and dissolves 
immediately. | add it to the bottle and replace the lid. The vessel must accept the key to the doorway upon his 


own free will, otherwise his essence is blocked to me. 


He was standing before the urinal when | appeared behind him with the stealth and quickness of only the most 
skilled of hunters. 


"You look like you cold use some help with that" | said in almost a whisper, startling him as he was zipping his 
jeans. When he turned around | ran the bottle up the hem of my skirt, lifting it to reveal no panties and | 
nodded towards a stall. 


He walked the three steps towards me and put his hands on my thighs, slowly sliding them upwards and | 
pulled away slowly. 


"Buy you a drink?" and put the bottle near his mouth and he happily accepted. Now, | could control his mind. | 


could make him do almost anything | wanted. | need more than "almost". 
Revealing a black pen, | handed it to him and said, 
"| want your autograph". 


He just laughed and said, "Hell, you must have me confused with someone else, lady. I'm a nobody" and took 


another sip. 


‘Oh, you're somebody alright. | just want to remember the name of the guy who fucked me senseless in a 
dark, dirty bathroom" and | pulled my top down to reveal my perky, full breasts, bit my lip and offered him 


the pen once more. 


He quickly took it from me and grabbed my left breast, rubbed his thumb around my nipple and wrote his 


name across my chest, allowing me full access to his soul. All | need is his name. 
Like a contract, the deal is done. 


| saunter to the stall and he follows me like a puppy and when he enters | already have control of him. | have 


no need for romance. | don't need to kiss him. | just need his dick hard and mind open, which both will be. 


| quickly drain him from his physical essence, which | need in order to attain his spiritual essence. While he is 
in the throes of passion and still quivering from being drained of his physical qualities, | have but a few 


seconds to consume his life force. 


| stand before him, put my hand over his heart and dig my nails to serve as a type of anchor and pull his life 
energy. Soul if you will. | put my mouth over his and suck his very life from his body, release him when | feel 


his heart stop and walk away satisfied. 


(1982 Motley Crue-Guns n Roses Concert) 


| set my sights on Axl Rose months ago. He has an aura about him that has energies like | have never seen 


before and | wanted to taste him. | had to consume him. | needed him. 


| spotted him standing there watching the show from back stage and | approached him, making eye contact and 
pulling his gaze to me. My many years stuck here have given me the time to hone my abilities and become 


stronger than | ever dreamed. 


| was no longer interested in collecting enough souls to buy my way back through the dark gates. l'm rather 


enjoying this realm. Especially during this time. 


| spoke to him as a love sick fan, needy for an autograph and he gladly accepted the liquor but before he could 
drink it, Nikki Sixx from Motley Crue snatched it from his hand and walked off with it. 


Axl is useless to me without the key and Nikki just walked away with it. 


| had to change my strategy. | had to consume Nikki. 


| appeared to Nikki and entranced him enough to let me walk with him to his dressing room. | appear to whom | 
wish and at this point, only Nikki could see me. | use this ability to my advantage most of the time because 


the fewer people who witness me the better. 


Though he ingested the key to unlock his soul, he had not yet signed his life to me. | watched as he shot 


himself with heroin and his subconscious became cloudy. This could be a problem. 


| place my hand on him and in the blink of an eye we are in a photography studio that is a front for a 
pornography ring. It is out of the way and the people here don't get curious if they hear strange noises. Other 
than the swamps, it's my favorite place to feed in this town. 


The heroin is preventing him from being able to hold a pen, let alone sign his name. | can still draw his essence 


even if | am unable to have his soul. 
This has side effects. 


| fellate him to begin, just like all the others and he is all too eager to deposit but is unable to achieve orgasm. 
| throw him to the sofa and ride him vigorously, trying to pull it from him but the drugs have taken too 


much of his mind right now and he can't remain hard. 


| can't let him get away from me. The powder is only effective for a fortnight and gazing into his thoughts | 
can see that he departs later this day. 


| need to tag him. 


| lean down and lick him with my razor sharp tongue from his collarbone to behind his ear, throw my head 


back and begin the process of revealing my true self. 
This skin was just a charade. A suit of clothes. My true form is most divine and majestic. Darker than the 
deepest black, a shade so dark earthly eyes cannot adjust to its hue, a skin that is almost acrylic. That would 


be the closest descriptive human term. 


My true form has many eyes and can see everywhere and many tongues that speak all forms of language. My 


true self is powerful beyond compare and there is none equal, though there are some of my kind that walk 


the earth as | do. 


| take one of my many arm-like extensions and take Nikki's head and tilt it to the side and slowly feed another 


into the opening | had earlier created and delivered a small degree of my self in to him. 


We are connected now. 


But there are side effects. 


With the speed of thought, | was wearing human skin once again but not the same as before. | have many 


forms and many names. 


This form goes by the name of Lee Beauford. 


Sister Christian 


Author's Notes: 
lzzy becomes relevant! p 


(Izzy's POV) 
Not again. 
Not a-fucking-gain. Tell me this is NOT happening again. | can't take another one. Not another one. 


| reached into my pocket and pulled out a bottle of valium and popped a couple in my mouth, chasing them 
with a swig of whatever bottle of liquor was sitting on the small end table beside my bed. 


| think it was vodka. 

| laid back on my bed and my mind immediately ran straight to my childhood 

Back to my sister, Jenn 

The tried psychologists, they tried electroshock therapy. The bastards almost had her lobotomized. When 


Jennifer Marie Isbell climbed her first wall and projectile vomited blood, they wanted to have her committed in 


a psych ward. 


Father Nathaniel James Swisher was a well respected priest and pillar of our small community and his opinion 
was greatly respected. After none of the treatments for Jennifer worked, my mother went to the church to 
pray and give confession, hoping that God himself would forgive whatever she may have done and in return 
take this curse from my sister. 


The good priest listened to my mother babble incessantly and after what had to be the longest confession 
ever, he decided that maybe God was, in fact, just what my sister needed. 


Father Nat met with my family that night and when he entered my sister's room, she contorted her body in 


such a way that | was sure she would never walk again. 


She was bent almost completely backwards, with her head just behind her calves, then she fell to the floor 
and pulled her arms through her legs and opened her feminine areas to the lengths of tearing off the lips. 


She pulled her shoulders through her legs and now my sister was completely folded in half, feeding herself her 


own labia. 


| snapped out of it, took another shot of vodka and told myself, 
"They couldn't save her, Jeffy Boy.won't save Sixx either." 


The phone ringing couldn't have come at a better time. | needed something to take my mind off of all this 
bullshit. | know Sixx is fucking possessed by something. | don't know what, but | know he's fucked. 


| don't care how crazy..crazy fuckers don't walk on walls. 

It was Tommy. He wanted to meet up and get some chicks because he just scored and didn't want to be alone. | 
liked doing dope with Tommy. He wasn't a junkie like Steven. He could maintain and ride the high and be tolerable 
without becoming useless. 

| told him to pick me up. 

Hell-A has everything. You imagine it and the streets of Los Angeles provide. We found a couple chicks, 
prostitutes..whatever. 

If you say you have never paid for pussy, you're a mother fuckin liar. Big Macs, drinks at the bar, a goddam 
Big Gulp. All that shit costs money and with out buying her shit she won't fuck you. She may or may not put 
out after three dates and it may or may not be worth it. 

Me and Tommy are getting laid tonight. Guaranteed, 

Back at Tommy's crib we had a few beers and took a couple shots with the girls, Jasmine and Nina. | had a 
shot of tequila set between Jasmine's tits and Nina was laid on the bar in Tommy's game room with salt on 
her nipples. 

| leaned over and swirled my tongue around her left nipple and felt it get hard in response, | then grabbed 
Jasmine’ tits and shoved them together and took the shot glass with my mouth, tilted my head back and 
swallowed then bit the lime stuck between her teeth. 

This is what | needed. 


"You know, | think guitarists are sexy" Jasmine said as she fondled the button on my pants. 


"Oh yeah. Well, I'm a keyboard player" | said as | reached over and picked up my beer and took a sip. 


"I know exactly who you are" she said as she unbuttoned my pants and stuck her hand down them. 
| took a swig of my beer and looked her in the eyes. "Yeah? Who am |?" and took another sip. 


She grasped my dick and squeezed it when she said "Izzy Stradlin. The guy I'm about to blow" and dropped to 
her knees. | adjusted my pants to pull my dick and balls out and let her do what | paid her well to do. 


Tommy walked in carrying more liquor and a bag of pot, along with another special baggie and | raised my beer 


to him as Nina leaned up, grabbed my dark, disheveled hair and pulled me in for a kiss. 


Jenn flashed to the front of my mind. Images of her screaming. Covered in her own blood, handfuls of recently 
ripped out hair. 


| shook my head and reached for the bottle of Jim on the bar while trying not to disturb Jasmine because she 
was doing a goddam good job of milking my cock. 


| took a hard pull and put the bottle down. Images of Nikki..Jenn.Nikki..Jenn.flashing back and forth. 
Different but the same. 
Both screaming in torment. Both bloody and tortured by their own devices. 


"Stop..stop, stop, stop." | urge her as | pull away from Jasmine and reach for the bottle again. | put my dick up 
and offer her a drink. "Im sorry, really. Its not you. H's my fucked up head." 


She accepted the bottle and said, "Oh, | know it's not me" grinned and gulped that bottle like it had come at the 
bottom. 


Finding Answers 


Author's Notes: 


(Mick POV) 

"We have to help him and we have to do it fast" | told Tommy. 

| looked at Nikki, who by now was severely malnourished, bald in places from ripping out handfuls of hair and 
scratching and clawing at his head. He had lesions on his face that were becoming infected and he had broken 
every finger on his left hand. He would have broken the ones on the right but obviously he couldn't hold them 
in his left. 


Nikki crouched at the head of his bed and glared at us, pulling on the chain we had around his neck, secured 


through a loop connected to the wall support beam. 

Tying him down had become futile. 

Tommy just looked at me and said, "Well what the fuck are we going to do? This mother fucker needs Jesus’ 
Nikki playfully turned his head and giggled 


"Ah. The Carpenter.” he said in a voice that radiated from the pit of his stomach and so unlike his normally 


cheerful pitch. It was almost a growl. 
"Then Jesus he's gonna get" | said as | left the room and headed out to my car. | knew where to go. 


| knew exactly where to go. 


(Izzy's POV) 
When Mick banged on my door | was just about to shoot a lethal amount of heroin into my veins. | kept seeing 
Nikki/ Jennifer morphed images, flashes of what | can only assume is hell and memories that | thought would 


remain buried forever. 


"Come on, lz. Open up. | know you're home" he yelled as he banged on the door again. 


When | opened it, he was stone faced and just said, "Tell me everything”. 

| couldn't help it. | released the floodgates and once | started talking | couldn't stop. | couldn't believe how good | 
felt just to say these things out loud, no matter how horrible they might have been. 

| felt free. Or at least more free than | have in years. 


"Tell me something, Mick.How'd you know?" | queried with a hint of embarrassment. The fact that my sister 


was unsuccessfully exorcised is not something that more than three or four people know about. 

He looked at me..or rather, through me and just said, 

"| can see it. There is still a trace of its energy attached to you. I've always seen it.” You will always carry a 
piece of it with you because you were so closely involved. Its energies bonded with yours and became a part 
of you." 

| always knew Mick was a weird fuck. He looked at me and said, "we need Father Nat". 

| almost choked on my beer. 


"Father Nat? The guy who couldn't save my sister, Father Nat?" | almost laughed at him. 


"Yes. He is the key to this whole thing. He always has been he just doesn’t know it." Mick said with such clarity 


it was almost as if it weren't him talking. 

"And just why should | listen to you? Why dredge all this shit up again?" 

"Because it was Father Nat who opened a door that nobody else can close and it has nothing to do with your 
sister. He couldn't have saved her anyway. Find him" and Mick Mars turned around and walked straight to the 


door and left without saying a word. 


Weird bastard. 


Let there be hope 


Author's Notes: 


(Axl's POV) 
I'm still here! GOD? Anybody!? I'm here! lm here! 


| don't know how long | have been here. Days? Weeks? Months or years? Would | ever find my way out? | 


haven't seen a shred of light and | hear whispers but | can never make out what they are saying. 


I'm terrified. l'm confused. I'm still lost. 


Axl's body lay at Cedars-Sinai, hooked to a ventilator, gastric feeding tube, multiple IVs and numerous 


monitoring devices. 


The singer had been comatose for almost a week and has shown no signs of improvement. Izzy and Mick stood 


over his bed, gazing down on him when Mick reached out and grabbed Axl's forearm. 


Mick closed his eyes and was flooded with every emotion and feeling Axl had ever felt. He saw ever sight Axl 


had ever seen and heard a lifetime of sounds in a matter of mere seconds. 

(Mick's POV) 

| tried to concentrate on the last few weeks. | searched for some clue or any sign that could help. | raided 
Axl's subconscious for answers and picked up on a surge of endorphins when the face of a beautiful, black 
haired, angel faced beauty flashes into my head. 


| had never seen her before but would definitely remember her if | saw in the flesh. She was captivating. 


| searched Axl's mind and found this woman on two separate occasions. After the second, his mind is like a 


blank tape. It's playing but there's nothing but white noise. 


| opened my eyes and released Axl to find Izzy staring at me in a state of shock bewilderment. 


"Don't ask. Let's go" and | headed toward the door with Izzy close behind. 
(Axl's POV) 
Who's here? | can hear you! Help me! | can hear you! | hear you! 


| saw her face. The woman who revealed herself to be my destiny. The enchanting, raven haired beauty..but it 


changed. 

Her face was before me, the first thing | had seen in| don't know how long. | reached out to touch her and 
when | raised my arm, it transformed into a beastly form with razor sharp teeth and golden eyes. | can't 
make out a shape or form of body. If it has one it's too dark for me to see here. 

| turn to run in the darkness, unable to see but unable to stop running. 


Then | hear nothing. It is once again silent and | can't see her anymore. l'm alone. 


I'm still here.. 


Izzy had phoned his mother and gotten the information for Father Nat, now an old man in bad health. He called 
him up and explained the situation with Nikki and Ax then demanded he tell him everything he could remember 


about Jennifer's exorcism. 


Father Nat explained that as hard as he tried to exorcise the demon that it was just too strong for the 
under qualified priest. 


"| couldn't help her. | tried. I'm sorry" and Izzy could hear the priests voice crack 


"Well, padre. It looks like we need you in LA. I think you may be able to stop this.’ 


Father Nat 


Tommy showed up at Nikki's house like he did every day since his illness started He walked in and went to the 
back room where Nikki was being kept and supposedly heavily sedated, 


He could hear groans and moans sounds he couldn't describe but was used to hearing. There was a doctor 
here 24/1 to monitor his vital signs and bodily functions but they were all still convinced it was a mental 


condition. 


Nikki was given every antipsychotic, anticonvulsant and even anesthesia known to man with no results. But Nikki 


is supposed to be crazy? Fuckin doctors. 


Tommy wandered around the house, not ready to head to the back room just yet. He strolled up the hall and 


saw Nikki's master bedroom door open and his luggage sitting near the bed, still untouched from tour. 


He decided he could at least be helpful enough to unpack and put the suitcase away. What the fuck are friends 


for anyway? 

He tossed a pair of leathers in the floor for dry cleaning. A few feet from them he threw a t shirt then a 
sock. He grabbed another t-shirt that was wadded and covered in blood and when he shook it out, from it fell 
a silver medallion roughly the size of a silver dollar. 

Tommy picked it up and immediately felt a chill run up his spine and he threw it on the bed. 

The doorbell rang so Tommy jolted downstairs to answer it and found Mick and Izzy standing there with a 
priest. 

"So, Sixx has a demon in him, huh?" Tommy chuckled and tossed a piece of popcorn in his mouth. They all stood 
in Nikki's kitchen, trying to decide what to do next. 


Father Nat spoke up. 


"Almost twenty years ago, | was brought in to consult with a possible possession on a girl named Jennifer. 


Jennifer showed all classic signs of demonic possession. 


Upon my first meeting with Jennifer, she proceeded to bend herself completely backwards, rip off her labia 


and eat them, all within a matter of two minutes or less. 


Jennifer seemed overly concerned with sex and the sexual encounters and histories of others. She knew the 


secrets hidden in everyone's sexual closets. 


We concluded that she was taken by the demon Asmodeus due to the exaggerated lust but never could | get 
the demon to speak its name so | could call upon the proper saint for help and guidance. | called on John the 


Baptist. | called on God the Father..." 


Father Nat looked to Izzy who had tears in his eyes and locked his gaze and gave an apologetic gesture with 
his own eyes that Izzy responded to with non verbal suggestion. He knew what happened with his sister wasn't 


Father Nat's fault. 
Father Nat continued, 


"We later determined that what was inside Jennifer was not Asmodeus at all, but the offspring of Asmodeus 
and a very powerful demon named Eisheth Zenunim. 


This makes it a very powerful entity because both Asmodeus, once a prince of the Seraphim before he fell 
and Eisheth strive on lust and fornication and derive their power from the act of sex. 


There is said to be an amulet that was crafted by John the Baptist himself to defeat Asmodeus and it bears 
this symbol." he opened a book to a page he had dog-eared. The symbol looked like 


"THIS!" Tommy exclaimed as he withdrew the medallion he had found earlier in Nikki's bag. 

Father Nat grabbed it from Tommy with incredible swiftness and compared it to the one in his book. 

"Where did you find this?" he asked with great excitement. 

| was going to put up Sixx's clothes and it fell out of one of his shirts" Tommy shrugged. 

Father Nat began to walk around the room talking to himself, drawing in the air with his finger, stopping to 
correct himself. He was highly engaged with his thoughts. So enthralled that everyone was watching him, 
waiting for that moment of "EUREKA". 

Everyone's attention was so focused on Father Nat that nobody noticed Nikki coming down the stairs. He moved 
in a crablike manner; sideways, right arm and leg first, then left leg bent high above his head and planted on 


the stair by his ear, followed by his left arm dragging himself along by the handrail 


When he reached the bottom of the stairs, he pulled on the chain around his neck that he had pulled from the 
wall, held it high above his head and let out the loudest, most ungodly scream any of them had ever heard. 


Mick walked over to Nikki who was easily a foot taller and without fear or trepidation, grabbed his 


hand..causing Nikki to immediately fall to the floor unconscious. 


| Can See 


Axl sees a pinhole of light in the distance but no matter how hard and fast he runs towards it, he can't seem 


to get any closer. 
He runs. 


After all this time in darkness he finally sees a light. Some form of something he can use to focus on besides 


his own torment. 


It seemed the more he ran the farther it got from him. He stopped and looked around to see if maybe he 
could see something else. Maybe he had finally wandered far enough that he had gotten somewhere. 


Maybe he could spot a way out. 

He saw nothing else. 

He turned his attention back to the speck of light in the distance, when He was blinded by a bright flash , so 
bright that the force from turning away from it made him fall to the floor, if there even was a floor, and 
raise his arm to shield his sensitive eyes from this resplendence that now clouded his vision 


In a flash it was gone. 


Still sitting and arm raised, Axl sees a figure standing where the light had just been with a faint brightness 
radiating from behind it. 


The guys helped get Nikki back to bed while he was unconscious and as soon as the last strap was secured 


around his ankle, Tommy looked to Mick and said, 


“Start talking, Magic Munchkin". 


They gathered downstairs at Nikki's kitchen table and all turned to face Mick 


Father Nat, being closest to the kitchen counter, where various liquor bottles were strewn, grabbed a bottle 


of bourbon and opened it, took a sip and passed it to Izzy. 


Tommy had a bag of weed out and was breaking some up on the table, preparing to roll a joint. 


Mick took the bottle from Izzy and took a long gulp and passed it back to Father Nat, took a deep breath and 


said, 

"When | was 15, | sold my soul to the devil". 

Father Nat took the liquor bottle, turned it up, finished what was left and let out an exasperated sigh. 

Tommy jumped from his chair and extended his arm, pointing directly at Mick and shouted, 

"| fucking KNEW it, yo! GOD damn, man.Fuckin A" and pumped his fist in the air. "You play like the goddam devil, 
man. | knew it" he chuckled. "I fucking knew it" and he pulled a cigarette paper from an orange package and 
rolled a joint. 


He was like a prepubescent boy who had just seen his first pair of tits. 


| vowed that he could have my soul for the ability to become the best guitarist in the world" he said as he 
shook his head. 


"Forty years. That's what he promised. By the end of that time, | will be shriveled and decrepit, my body is his 
and he feeds off my life force at will The consequences of being owned, | guess. My hands and mind are 


powerful tools but my body, not so much. That's how it works. My deal, anyway." 


Mick reached for another bottle of liquor and selected vodka. He took three long pulls on it and wiped his 


mouth, looking at the three other men in the room. 
Tommy sat slumped in his chair, joint dangling from his lip, mouth slightly agape. 


Father Nat could only show pity and a sincere pain for a soul lost to the dark side, obviously tricked at a 
young and confused age. Father Nat felt like weeping. 


Izzy just smoked his cigarette and was completely unfazed by the whole story. Izzy had seen and heard worse 


than deals made with the devil. 
Mick continued, 


"Ever since then I've been able to kind of, see and touch, in a way..the other side. Only the dark side, never 


have | been able to see angels or heaven or any of that shit. 


Seen plenty of hell. The dark father lives in me and after a few years | realized that if | touched certain 
people, | could read and control their thoughts. | was nineteen when | realized that it only worked on people with 


darkness on their souls. 


| can influence the hold that the dark realm may hold over someone here on earth. | can see the darkness that 


people try to hide. | see the secrets they try so hard to keep." 
He stopped and looked at Izzy. 


"| can even see you." 


The Harbinger 


(Persephone POV) 


| come to him more and more, he's almost ready. Once he is, | can fully take him. 
Right now is more of a preparation. If only | could have gotten him to sign the night he took the key then it 
could have been completed already but his heroin blocked many of the key elements needed to bond to his 


mind and the window was closed. 


| tried to reopen it in Houston but was disturbed by that bumbling idiot, barging into the room just as | was 
about to claim my stake in Nikki Sixx. 


Worthless mortal. 


Now the door is closed now and | must come to him intermittently because without the key, | would destroy 


him if | tried to take over his body. 
He must be conditioned now instead, otherwise he would be lost like his red haired friend. 


| was sent to him by The Harbinger and as always, the energy and force of spirit was a delicious, almost 
divine, addition to the collective. 


The Harbinger is an extension of myself, in a manner of speaking. If a vessel is lost | often leave behind a 


remnant of my essence To lay in wait and watch. 

He is my other self, awaiting reunion. 

| was sent to Axl Rose because The Harbinger had sensed great power in him, an energy beyond the mortal 
scope of power. He had pure fire in his soul and devouring him was by far the most satisfying that | had 


taken in to the collective. 


His soul was hand crafted to my own personal desires and needs. Remind me to thank The Creator if | ever 


meet him. 


(The Harbinger POV) 


Fools. 
They are all fools. 


They sit and chatter mindlessly about things that the can't control. The meaningless existence of their so 


called lives. 
Their free will 
HA! What a joke. They are cattle. Cattle for the slaughter and like a mindless herd, they follow where | lead. 


I've been watching. Waiting for the right time to attach and the loud mouthed, arrogance of Rose is just the 


energy we needed to achieve a high we haven't felt in years. 

Devouring him was orgasmic. Pure ecstasy. 

Nikki Sixx was an accident. Plain and simple. 

We never wanted him but he partook of the key and an unlocked vessel feeds all the same. 


Heroin is why Nikki hasn't already joined the collective. It didn't save him but it did delay the effectiveness of 
the power of the key. 


Our power over him strengthens and soon we can envelop him completely but until he weakens enough for us 


to break though to his full subconscious we won't have full control. 

Damn it. Possession is or bottom feeders. 

We are above possession. 

Tagging him was essential for it not only leads us back to him at will but it helps break his psyche. 
He's not possessed. More like poisoned. 


So we lay in wait. 


Axl stands to face the figure before him, still shielding his face from the blinding light. 


Long dark hair shadowed the face and Axl couldn't really tell who or what it was. 


He wondered if this was Jesus. 


Nikki lay quietly in his bed, contorted in a manner that would not normally be very comfortable. 


He was bent at the waist to the left, resembling the letter L with his right arm up and behind his head. His 
legs lay lifeless and limp underneath the sweaty sheet. 


On his face was a grin which revealed all his teeth, his lips drawn back completely and eyes as wide as they 
would open. He stared wildly at the wall behind his bed, which required his head to be turned nearly all the way 
around. 


(Nikki's POV) 


Sef has really been working my cock lately. Every time | turn around the bitch wants to fuck. | can't 


remember the last time | even got up and got a fucking sandwich. 
| should bring that up when she gets my dick out of her mouth. She is insatiable, this one. 


| look down to her and moan with immense pleasure as she pulls forth another mind blowing nut. She really 


knows how to suck a dick. 


| grab the back of her head and thrust my hips toward her face, emptying every drop that | can into her 


sweet mouth. 
Nikki hadn't moved in almost twelve hours, his private doctor had told Tommy when he came in. 


It had been three days since the tell-all in the kitchen when he found out that Mick was a mother fucking 
guitar playing agent from hell. 


Tommy was supposed to check in on Nikki a couple times a day because Father Nat and Izzy had gone to Rome 


to seek out someone with more experience with this particular type of entity. 


Nikki was getting worse and worse and had shriveled up to a hundred and ten pounds, and at his height that 


made him resemble a skeleton with loosely hanging skin 


Tommy pulled a chair over to the window and opened it then sat in the chair, propped his feet up and lit a 


cigarette. He glanced over to Nikki, who remained still and silent. 


Izzy and Father Nat found their hotel and the priest made a few phone calls while Izzy was in the bathroom. 


After washing his hands, Izzy turned off the water and reached for the towel hanging on the rack to his right. 
He overheard Father Nat on the phone through the wall. 


"Yes..'m sure. Quite positive. Yes, Jean Fransois..Just be ready." and Izzy opened the bathroom door. 


"OK then, Father Leonetti, we will meet you there. Yes..eight o'clock" and he hung up the phone and looked at 
Izzy with a nod. 


Axl stared at the figure in front of him and slowly began to recognize it. In a complete stae of shock and 


exasperation he gasped, 


"Slash?" in confusion as his eyes adjusted to the light. The shadows softened and revealed the curly mass atop 


his head and his quirky smirk. 
"What's up, man?" Slash asked as he took his right hand and moved his hair out of his face. 


"What the fuck? How are you here? Where the hell am |?" Axl had a thousand and one questions but the 


answers really weren't important as long as he was here to help him get home. 
"Holy shit. Slash, man.are you dead too?" Axl asked as he reached out and touched Slash, who felt plenty real. 
Slash put both of his hands on Axl's face and looked him straight in the eyes and said, 


‘lm not dead and neither are you, brother." 


Mick stared into the mirror. Stared into his own eyes and tried to see his own soul. 
This is how he made contact. 


Within seconds, his mind took him to a place that was not of this world and definitely a place Mick was not 
interested in spending an eternity. 


He stood before the prince of darkness and bowed his head to the floor, not looking into the ruler's eyes. He 
was more beautiful and haunting than anything of the earth. Truly the most beautiful of all things created. 


Mick had never looked upon him here, in this place. Only when he takes form on earth does Mick let his gaze 


wander to his face. Mick shudders as he hears the booming voice echo in his ears, 


"It is almost time. The demon grows strong. Too strong. Never has one been so powerful before. You must 


stop it now." 

Mick nodded and replied, 

"Yes, my lord Just tell me how and your will be done." 

The dark lord stood from his throne and raised his arms high above his head, towering over Mick. 
"The Harbinger MUST be destroyed!" he barked at Mick. 


"Yes, my lord The Harbinger has been located and in the process of being dispatched as we speak" Mick's head 
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remained bowed. 
"If you fail, my whole kingdom could be destroyed! Upon the destruction of The Harbinger, make sure the 
demon is in full bond with its human vessel. It must be fully bound Then use this" and he extended his 


muscular arm and handed Mick an amulet. 


The amulet was two inches in diameter and had ancient Aramaic engraved around the center. It opened like a 


locket, revealing both sides to be mirrors. Mick closed it and nodded. 
"Yes, my lord" 


Upon receiving his final instructions, the link between this world and beyond was broken and Mick was once 


again standing in his bathroom, looking into the mirror. 


In his hand he held a small, orb-like amulet. 


Full of Surprises 


Izzy dropped his cigarette as he and Father Nat approached he small parsonage behind the church. 


"We won't find what we need in Vatican City. Father Nat said as he looked over his head and knocked on the 


door. 


A balding man in his mid fifties opened the door and stepped aside to let them in. He quickly closed the door 
behind Izzy as soon as he walked in. 


"This way, please. Follow me" he told them with sincere urgency. 


The old priest opened what looked to be a pantry door and revealed a small, narrow staircase spiraling 


downwards. 


Izzy noticed the flicker of candles bouncing off the walls and thought how it made it look as if the wall was 


dancing. 


They followed the old man down the stairs and when Izzy reached the bottom, he was grabbed from behind by 
two other men and Father Nat grabbed his feet. 


They carried Izzy to a barber style chair in the middle of the room surrounded by candles, secured to the 


floor by massive bolts. They threw him down and secured a large leather strap around his throat: 


Izzy kicked and thrashed and tried to free himself. He punched and lurched at the men, who by their attire 


were also priests, but he couldn't work his way free. 
They strapped his arms and legs and stood back to look at him. 
"Are you sure you have brought us the right one, Nathaniel?" 


Father Nat slowly nodded and said, 


"Positive. | was there when it was implanted." 


Slash threw his arm around Axl's shoulders and they walked towards the opening from which Slash just came. 


They walked as if they didn't have a care in the world, slowly strolling. 


"You gotta tell me man." Axl started but Slash cut him off. 


"Listen. | know this is really fucking confusing and hard to understand, but it's really fucking important that you 
get back to your body, dude." Slash puffed on an ethereal cigarette and continued walking with Axl. 


"How? Just tell me how! | feel like I've been trapped here for years and | can't find my way out! Don't you 
think I've tried?!" he exclaimed as he stopped walking and turned to look at Slash head on. 


"OK. How do | put this?" Slash looked away then turned back to Axl with a grin. "You are currently.in a manner 
of speaking, inside a demon's stomach waiting to be digested and turned into demon shit. You need to hurry." 


Axl looked at Slash like a lost puppy; head cocked to the side, eyes sad and lonely. He looked terrified, 


"How are YOU here? Can't | just follow you back?" Axl looked at Slash with the most hope that he had 


mustered in years. 

"Sorry man. You can't follow me back. | had to look everywhere for you. Up high. Down low. That's when | 
figured out you were stuck in between. | had to get into a deep sleep in order to get here cuz it's hard as 
fuck and not an easy fucking trip, man. 


Anyway, I'm passed out on my couch right now on some primo H and | won't be awake for hours and you don't 


have that long, bro. Its almost time." 


Mick, Tommy and Vince sat around Nikki's bed, watching him stiffen and contort, gnash his teeth and claw his 
skin He had places in his head that bled from countless grabs and pull at his hair. 


Nikki didn't even look human anymore. Nothing about him sounded human anymore. He rumbled and wailed. He 


groaned and gurgled and giggled but the noises all were dark and ominous. 


"Man." Vince just shook his head and stared. He had not seen Nikki since they returned from Texas after Axl's 


stroke. 
He stood there with his mouth open. 
Staring in disbelief. 


Vince leaned down to try and see Nikki's eyes when with a bone crunching snap, Nikki's head snapped to face 
Vince and he let out the sound of a strained whisper mixed with that of a dying killer whale. 


His breath was horrible and Vince backed away with disgust and disbelief. There's no fucking way that thing is 
Nikki Sixx. 


Culmination 
(Persephone's POV) 


The time has come. 


The mortal is broken. 


| can now finish what | have started. 
In my true form, | hover above his twisted, gnarled frame and felt like | would burst with anticipation 


| began the transformation and allowed him to breathe me into himself. It feels so good, being taken in.inhaled 


into his lungs and racing through his blood. 


It is time. 


Izzy tried to yell but was muffled by the gag the priests had stuffed in his mouth. They had arranged 


themselves in five points around the chair. 


His eyes bounced wildly from Father Nat on his left, Father Leonetti in front of him and a younger, stronger 
man in priestly robes to his right. 


The priests robes were black satin with red collars and trim. On the back, they bore a five pointed star 


surrounded by a circle. 
The priests chanted. 
The priests bore offerings of blood and bone. 


The priests were not holy. 


Slash walked with Axl as far as he could and they stood before a grand red door. 


"I can't open it for you, brother. H's your mind. Only you can unlock it. When you think of it, you're like mother 
fuckin Dorothy and shit" Slash chuckled. 


‘lm glad you find this amusing, man" Axl retorted. "How will you get back?" 
Slash just grinned that confident smile of his and replied, 


‘I've been doing this shit since | was a kid, man. Don't worry about me. Just remember not to get caught up in 


the tricks of your mind. Think of your body." 


"Concentrate on your body." Slash put his hand on Axl's arm and a flash of himself lying in a hospital bed was 
presented to him. 


"By the time you reach it, her hold on you should be broken and you should have no problems. Should. 
Anyway..better get going" he said as he turned to walk away. 


Axl's hand reached for the knob. 


(Mick's POV) 


| could see it hovering there. 
It was about a foot above Nikki just waiting. | could sense its deep feelings of intent. It was time. 
| checked to make sure his restraints were secure and reached into my pocket to retrieve the amulet. 


Tommy and Vince could not, of course, see what was going on and when it began to enter Nikki is when Tommy 


walked over to the chair and plopped down. 
Vince lit a cigarette as the entity flowed through Nikki's veins for the first time. 


Mick prepared himself for his task. 


lzzy couldn't move. 


He was undeniably fastened to the chair. 


Amidst the chanting, Father Nat walked to Izzy and removed his gag. 
"I'm sure you have questions.” 
Izzy screamed at him, his black hair flying into his face as he thrust his head towards the priest. 


"YOU GOD DAMN RIGHT | HAVE QUESTIONS!" He spat the words as if they tasted of rancid meat. "What the 


fuck is going on here?" 
Father Nat put his finger to Izzy's lips and shushed him. 
"| knew one day, one glorious day, you would call and we could complete it. It would be time, one day. 


So | waited. 


After your sister' horrible ordeal, not all of the manifestation inside of her was released. Some of it stayed 


behind. 


This energy is not enough for a full possessive encounter so it just watches and waits, constantly keeping the 
host entity informed and full of knowledge of the human host's surroundings. 


This energy seeks out possible food sources, incubation vessels, even potential mates. This energy is called The 


Harbinger. 
You..are The Harbinger. 


For ten years, | waited for it to wake up, to find the one vessel it needed to make the transformation to live 
without a human vessel and become master of this realm. 


Only one problem with that. 


Our lord, Satan, has rule over this realm and if this nasty bitch completes her mission then it upsets the 


balance. 


Hell on earth could just become hell. There would be no difference. In order to stop this, we must kill The 


Harbinger and send the she-demon that hosts it straight to hell." 


Axl stumbled through the recesses of his mind searching for the way to find his body. All around him he sees 
EVERYTHING, which he wasn't really sure that was any better than seeing nothing. 


There were meaningless whores, alcoholic parents, school yard bullies, scorned lovers and the child he paid 300 
dollars for his high school girlfriend not to have. 


The red hair on this child and eyes like tiny replications of his own told him that this is exactly who was 
standing in his path. 


Blocking his way. 


"Stay with me. | never even got to take one breath because of you. The least you can do is stay here and play 


with me" the boy smiled to Axl. 
The smile widened to reveal a double row of sharp, pointed teeth. 


"You're not reall" Axl screamed as he pushed past and ran towards the giant blue cross in the far end of the 


corridor. 


Mick stood by Nikki's bed and stared at his eyes. He couldn't perform his task until The Harbinger was dead 
and he would see that in the eyes of the entity now bonding itself with Nikki when it was complete. 


Father Nat better get his job done pretty damn quick 


Father Nat tightened the electric helmet onto Izzy's head as he chanted. 
Izzy squirmed, trying to get an iota of slack to work with but it was no use. 
He kicked. He screamed through a gag. 


He convulsed when the priest behind him threw the switch and sent electricity surging through his body. 


Nikki's head swayed back and forth and Mick sensed that time was near. The entity inside was unnerved and 


restless. 


He put his hand on Nikki's arm and Mick felt a jolt of electricity as Nikki's body levitated off the bed and 
stretched beyond the boundaries of his ties. 


Restrained by his wrists and ankles, Tommy couldn't help but think he looked like a parachute. 


Axl found a door marked 
"MY FUCKING BODY" 


so he opened it and stepped through. He saw a hospital room and when he walked in, noticed that past the 


curtain, there was a bed to his left. He walked over to it and looked down upon himself. 


Mick stood to face Nikki and opened the amulet and with the two mirrors facing Nikki's eyes, he screamed 


"Revertimini a unde venistis. Revertere inferorum per oculum. Revertimini, vas, meretrix" 


Nikki's eyes shot open and the forces within him streamed from them and lost themselves in the mirrors. 


Nikki screamed and thrashed in the air then fell as limp as a rag to the bed. 
Nikki closed the amulet tight and shoved it in his pocket. 


Vince fainted. 


Axl sat on the bed and laid on to his body, closing his eyes and allowing himself to be swallowed and almost as 
if being reborn.. 


he woke up. 


Conclusion 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you guys so much for reading and | really hope you enjoyed it as much as | enjoyed writing it. | forgot 
how much fun this can be.. Thanks, again! 


He slowly opened his eyes and looked around. Everything was fuzzy and out of focus but at least he was alive. 
The last thing he remembered was being electrocuted by priests. 


‘Izzy... Father Nat said from the chair beside his bed. "Welcome back". 

Izzy sat straight up in bed and hoarsely but urgently whispered 

"Stay back!" and cleared his throat. 

Father Nat held up his hand in defense and cut him off. 

‘Calm down, boy. Let me explain." 

Father Nat began with Jennifer and the complications during her exorcism. He explained that since they came 
prepared to battle the demon Asmodeus when in fact it was an offsprig, the were ill prepared, to say the 
least. The demon was too powerful and of course, Jennifer Grace Isbell fell to it but not before a piece of it 
transferred to her ten year old brother Jeffery. 

Father Nat quit the church and spent the rest of his time researching this entity. 

He knew one day it would have young Jeffery do its bidding and he wanted to be ready to kill it. 

The Catholic church would never recognize such a demon since there is no proof it even exists so upon 
further research into the Satanic bible and lost scriptures, he discovered that upon full maturity it would 
become quite strong. 

So strong that it could threaten Satan's throne. 


So strong that the devil himself would need it destroyed. 


He joined the other team and waited for Jeffery Isbell's call. What he hadn't been counting on was Mick and his 


otherworldly powers. He really came n handy during the planning of the assault. 


He was a worthy ally. Together they hashed out the plan for Father Nat to get Izzy to Rome to his home 


church, where his clan is more powerful and more importantly, they have the electric chair that destroyed 


the chakras of The Harbinger that resided within him. 


They also had a portable defibrillator. 


A month after the episode, the guys are starting to get their lives back together. Nikki, though still severely 
thin, has started puting on weight and cut his hair to allow it to grow back evenly. Not many people ever 
knew that during 1983-1985 Nikki wore a wig. 


His broken fingers had to be rebroken and set but should be fine in a few months and with the right therapy 


he is expected to make a full recovery. 


Axl has no residual effects from his coma or entire experience and the guys from Guns plan to get together 


and start working on another album soon. 


Slash still won't reveal the secrets to astral projection. 


Mick still lives his life to perfect his guitar skills and is on his way to being the greatest guitarist that ever 
lived He was sure that within five years everyone would know his name. 


Tommy asked him once if he regretted his decision If he could take it back, would he? 
Mick thought about it for a second, shook his head and just said, 


"Nah man. You see, the trick is..when you dance with the devil you have to learn to follow. When you try to 


lead is when he steps all over your fucking toes." 


